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truth, hardly know their Own minds on the mat- 
ter, having found a more fitting spouse tor the 
young lady in one Prince Pervosky, (Mr. Fisher), 
a wealthy Russian nobleman. 

Meantime McAllister's regiment is ordered to 
the Crimea and and the young soldier starts for 
the war, beaiing with him a love toke.i from 
Blanche, who has at last confessed her love. 
Hugh Chalcote (Mr. Lester Wallack), who is pres- 
ent and wiinesses the departure of the regiment, 
becomes so fully imbued with patriotic fervor and 
enthusiasm, that he too determines to purchase a 
commission and go to the Crimea,, and lhecur_ 
tain descends on the second act to,,th>strains.of 
the band of " Ours " and the delighted antics of 
Hugh. 

Lady Shendryn and her husband during all this 
time have been squabbling and fighting with un- 
wonted connubial pertinacity, and on the Colo- 
nel's departure she refuses to bid him farewell, 
imagining him to be false to her, from the fact 
that several sums of money have been lately mis- 
sing from the family income, for which she i3 un- 
able and he refuses to account for. 

"this brings us to the third act, where we are 
introduced to an officer's hut and quarters in the 
Crimea. Of course it would be impossible to end 
the play without the ladies— so Blanche, Lady 
Shendryn and Mary Netty (Mis3 Gannon) appear 
upon the .scene— McAllister and Blanche are of 
course- united, the matrimonial difficulties of Col. 
and Lady S. are mutually explained and settled ; 
Chalcote discourses that he is very much in love 
with Mary, proposes to her over an Irish stew, is 
accepted and the curtain goes <lown on an inipq- 
sing tableaux and the strains of the "McAllister 
March " played by the band of "Ours." 
. This, it will be seen, is but a slight plot, yet 
Mr. Robertson has contrived to throw such a 
sparkle and grace into the dialogue, that one is 
carried along from scene to scene while criticism 
is tost in admiration. 

The acting throughout is excellent, and it is 
almost invidious to make distinctions where there 
is so much that is worthy of praise, still I cannot 
refrain from referring to Mr. Wallaces admirable 
performance of the part of Chalcote, which is ex- 
quisitely droll and humorous, as well as thorough- 
ly artistic in every particular. 

The mounting of the play is superior, if possi- 
ble, toanything that has yet been done at this 
establishment and on the first nighteachsucceed- 
ing scene was received with unbounded and en- 
thusiastic applause. 

'Taken altogether, "Ours " may be pronounced 
a decided success and will doubtless enjoy a long 
run. 

Mr. Owens has returned to tha scene of his for- 
mer triumphs, the Broadway Theatre, and is de- 
lighting the habitues of that establishment by his 
excellent personation of " Solon Shingle/' 

Herod is out-Heroded— the "Black Crook" 
has lost its crookedness—' ' Cendrillon " hashorne 
off the palm in abbreviated petticoats ! In short, 
the long-expected event has taken place— "Cen- 
drillo.n " has come, has been seen, and has decid- 
edly conquered. Its dialouge, it is true, is unde- 
niably flat and stupid--but then its groupings are 
artistic/ its costumes are magnificent, its petti- 



coats are very short — and la belle Hinckley is su- 
perb ! 

With all these attractions it cannot fail to be a 
success, and let us sincerely hope that it will be, 
for Messrs. Smith and Baker have labored ardu- 
ously to entrap that fickle maiden, Fortune, and 
"Cendrillon "has been gotton up with so much 
good taste and judgement that the t. m. really 
should smile on her pursuers. 

The shortness of the petticoats may perhaps 
shock some of the more delicate nerved, but then 
a petticoat is but a petticoat alter all, and wheth- 
er it be a long petticoat or a short petticoat what 
moots it? "A thing of beauty is a" joy'TOreVer,'"' 
and there is no earthly reason why a beautiful wo- 
man should not look quite as beautiful in a short 
petticoat as in a long one— so vive la bagatelle 
and confusion to long petticoats. 

SnuGCE. 
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The exhibition of the French Etching Club, 
now open at the Derby Gallery, contains many 
really fine pictures, almost all the distinguished 
French artists of the day having contributed 
works which tend greatly to make the collection 
both valuable and interesting. 

Bore" exhibits two large pictures, "'The Pine 
Trees " and "Flowers " which have attracted con. 
siderable attention, as being somewhat out of the 
common run of this celebrated artist's style. In 
Europe, DorC is looked upon with but little favor 
as a colorist, his reputation having been princi- 
pally gained by his admirable drawings on wood, 
which, without doubt, iire, wonderfully strong and- 
elective. But here, in America, where art is 
young and the people are not yet fully educated 
up to the proper standard of appreciation and 
criticism, Dore'-'s name alone is sufficient to make 
any picture talked about and admired, and herein 
rests our great besetting sin in anything apper- 
taining to the fine arts," name, and not merit, is 
our great cry, and while we pass by the meritori- 
ous works of untamed artists, the name of Dore', 
or any other artistic giant, placed in the corner 
of a canvas wilt bring us to a dead stop, and with 
a hem and a haw, added to a profound would-be 
knowing expression we proceed to laud to the 
skies a picture which we know in our heart of 
hearts to be but an indifferent and mediocre 
production. 

Of the two pictures under notice the best is 
"The Pine Trees. " There is a solemn grandeur 
about it which is quite imposing, but at the same 
time, the coloring is far from good, a little patch 
of sky being the great, redeeming point in the pic- 
ture—I can point to some half dozen studies of 
pines in the studios of New York artists which 
ara as far superior to these as is Nature to art— 
but then these same studies are by native artists 
and of course it would be unorthodox for the wise, 
enlightened- and discriminating public to admire 
them. .,'..,-. 

Dorii's. "'Flowers " are open to still greater cen- 
sure than the " The Pine Trees," for in the latter 
there is at least grandeur, whereas the lormer is 
but a trivial subject at the best and the putting it 
on so large, a canvass looks mare Ukea "dodge"" 
otwhat Palgrave justly calls "the sensational . 



school," than a true love and appreciation of the 
higher principals of art." The best things in the pic- 
ture are the hollyhocks, the tops of the flowers in 
the middle distance, and the sky— the foreground 
grasses; scythe, jug, etc., are utterly bad and 
futile. 

Probably the best picture in the exhibition is 
Marchaux's "Statuette"— that is, best as a piece 1 
of color, nothing more, as it is painted in the' 
blotchy French style and beside this possessing' 
but little motive or sentiment^-but as a piece of 
strong, luminous color I have never, if ever, seen 
it surpassed, and to vary CoL Dumas' favorite 1 
saying-' '•'atnan frhd has color at his finger ends 
must be a painter."' ' '" 

A strangely disagreeable picture is Cbifflart's 
"Marguerite and Mephfetopheles,"' the devilish*, 
ghastly, expresssion on the face of the arch fiend 
is absolutely horrible and reptdsive in Its extreme' 
wickedness. 

Tissot shows to great advantage in his ' 'Spring, "" 
it being devoil of many of those disagreeable- 
mannerisms which usually mar this artist's pic- 
tures; the face of the figure in white is exquis- 
itely painted, possessing a beautifully fleshlike' 
appearance, while the blossoms on the trees, al-- 
though somewhat bordering on the preraphaclite,^ 
are still defieiously fresh and pure in color, sug- 
gesting strongly the pleasant season of which . 
tbey are the emblem. His "Danse Macabre" is a 
subject that has so often ■ been treated by abler 
hands that it attracts but comparatively small 
notice, and although it possesses many points of 
of strongly marked character and is pervaded by 
a quaint and almost horrible feeling of hideous : 
mirth,- we are 1 all totf 1 amSlior ! \»itti HblDem's won-- \ 
derful illustrations of the same- subject to be par- 
ticularly impressed with it. 

Let'evre's " Sleeping Nymphs" is a fine piece of 
flesh painting, and although it might shock the 
delicate nerves of artistic Smythe's, is a very- 
pleasing and attractive picture. 

Lambinet contributes three landscapes which 
are all characterized by the sweet, cool greys i» 
which this artist s& much deMghts. Apropos to-' 
Lambinet, there is a picture of his now on exhibi- 
tion at Schaus' Gallery, which is one of the larg- 
est and finest of his works ever on exhibition in- 
this country. 

Among the many interior pictures of the exhi- 
bition, a branch of art in which the European 
artists particularly excel, Moorman's " Gallery or 
Apollo, at the Louvre," is perhaps-the finest, dis- 
playing a great/ care and fidelity to nature, and 
characterized by great delicacy and finish of 
execution. 

A wonderfully realistic picture is Martinas' 
"Hunting • Scene,"' 'the-patnting ' of 'the trees is- 
something marvellous from its great truthfulness, 
and, to an artist, would afford days and days of 
study and*, observati'oni • Theglinipso of distant 
sky seen through the top of the trees is simply 
nature. 

Mr. Gould, of Boston, has on exhibition at 
Snedecor's Gallery, 768 Broadway, throe busts in 
marble, called respectively, "Mephistopheles,"' 
"Imogen," and "Childhood," which, although 
possessing many good points, are not the stupen- 
dous works of art which the circular would make 
them out. ■ - - • 
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Mr. Gould's Conception of "Mephistopheles," 
notwithstanding the arguments set forth in its 
favor,! consider to be false. We are taught by 
Holy Writ that Mephistopheles was a fallen angel, 
and not, as the artist would have us believe, " a 
child of the underworld. " Taking this last view, 
however, Mr. Gould has given us the head of a 
man of strong intellectual power and ability, but 
there is a lack of wicked and fiendish expression 
in the face which would lead us to consider Me- 
phistopheles a statesman or a member of Con- 
gross, rather than the Prince of Evil. Added to 
this there is an openness and hcmesty in. the smile 
Wh'icTf isf at total variance from the character rep- 
resented. Novelty in art, as Well as In other 
things, is doubtless desirable, but then, and in 
art particularly, it should possess some degree of 
truth, and this Mr. Gould's Mephistopheles does 
not, and while one may praise his oiiginality, he 
cannot but avoid condemning an originality 
which is sensational rattier than correct. 

Of the other two busts, the best is "Imogen," 
there is considerable beauty and dignity about the 
face, while the execution of it is careful and ar- 
tistic. The "Childhood" is not so good, the 
title being evidently a misnomer, as all the lines 
and expression of the face tend to Impress one 
with the idea ofTouth— and precocious Youth at 
that — rather than the innocence and simplicity of 
Chi.dhood. 

Wust has establTshed his studio at "82 Fifth 
Avenue, and proposes to shortly give an exhibi- 
tion of pictures of Norwegian scenery which he 
has painted since his absence from New York. 
% ( ^?l t u h .^-M e . e fl^ i W^iS^^Jw no ^ a oi'oad v 
having won the gold medals of the Hague and 
Brussels exhibitions, which is no small distinction. 
The picture for which he won the Hague medal is 
entitled "A Mountain Torrent in Norway,'' a 
fierce, seething, hurrying mass of water, dashing 
along over huge rocks and bespattering them 
with spray— in the distance a gloomy looking 
shore, while over all lowers a lurid and threaten- 
ing sky, which adds, if possible, still more to the 
impressiveness and awe inspiring grandeur of the 
picture. The dash and hurry of the water is 
painted with wonderful fidelity, while the whole 
effect of the picture shows evidences of a master 
hand. 

J. G. Brown is at work on an exquisite genre 
picture which he calls "In Ambush." A bright- 
eyed little girl has escaped from her play-fellows 
and is -hiding in the shadow of a luxuriant clump 
of foliage, the sunlight breaking through the 
leaves plays upon her face and figure and lights 
up the coy, mischievous sparkle of her eyes, 
while over all is thrown such a feeling of genuine,' 
iunocent, mirthful childhood that one cannot fail 
loving and admiring it. Mr. Brown has treated 
bis subject with consummate skill, some of the 
foliage and flesh painting displaying a delicacy 
and finish which are exquisitely delightful. 
- W. N. Beard is at work on another of his in- 
tensely humorous animal pictures which is to be 
called " Raining Cats and Dogs, "the down pour- 
ing of the canine population is something really 
appalling. 

Gifi'ord has just fiaished a large picture of the 
Adirondacks, and is now at work on a smaller 
production which he calls " Late Autumn on the 



Bronx, " a beautiful effect of hazy, smoky atmos- 
phere, resembling McEntee somewhat in style, 
but possessing that richness and glowing 00101*3 
for which Gifi'ord is so justly celebrated. 

Now that the merrv Christmas season is upon 
us the picture ^dealers are bringing forth their 
greatest treasures, and their shops resound to the 
ringing laughter and musical voices of happy 
maidens, while the evergreens around the frames 
give forth an almost imperceptible Christmas 
odor—Gifford's, . Martin's, Whittredge's, Hows', 
Lamblnet's, Meissonier's and Tissot's look down 
from their golden borders on would-be purchtisers 
— and as the notes ot preparation are sounding 
forth and the gleeful chimes are ringing out upon 
the midnight air, permit mej> sweet and gentle 
reader, to wish thee a very, very happy Christmas! 

Paletta. 

» * ♦ » < 
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By Barry Gray 



"Ale, in Prose and Verse." 
and John. Savage. 

The fame of John Taylor and Sons' Albany Ale 
is almost world wide, and the Messrs. Taylor 
having amassed considerable wealth are enabled 
to employ the services of a clever poet and a dis- 
tinguished litterateur to sing and give forth to the 
world Us many merits". The book under notice is 
little more nor less than an advertisement of the 
Albany Imperial A!e, but it is such an ingeniously 
and cleverly written and constructed advertise- 
ment that we cannot refrain from noticing it in 
our columns. 

Barry Gray : s poem, which he calls "a Runlet 
^/"^''Ms-^ geni^ 

of many pretty conceits and characterized by an 
undercurrent of sentiment which renders it at 
times perfectly delicious. Here is a stanza re- 
plete with quiet humor and drollery. 
The Frenchman may declare in favor 

Of wines which la belle France bestows, 
Praise Heidsick's champagne for its flavor, 

And.quite adore la Veuve Cliquot's. 
What if the Turk o'er sherbet lingers ! 

Oscanyan kept it once for sale 
In his bazaar— Allah 1 his fingers 

Now oftener clasp our mugs of ale. 
Barry Gray is evidently fully impressed with the 
great value to the human system of a perpetual 
imbibation of " Taylor "; and we don't know but 
what he is right, tor Taylor's Ale is at least pure, 
which is much more than can be said for many 
of the other popular beverages 0" the day. Thus 
our poet carols forth his sage words of advice. 
'Tis bl'the, Tom, in the early mormug, 
■ To drain a pint of Taylor's brew,' 
And woe to him who dares, with scorning, 

At noon to take aught else in lieu: 
And then, when evening shadows lengthen, 

No other tankard should prevail, 
While Still the day worn frame to strengthen, 
. At night 'tis good to quaff more ale. 
With the following stanza we must leave him. 
He has reached his sixth mug— and as the genial 
brew is mounting to his brain he sees once more 
the happy days of youth and revels in his boyish 
dreams ot glory — his "poet's, eye " is in a wild 
phrenzy rolling. . In qlo hand is poised the foa.'" 
lug mug and "as he drains his draughts of 



' Taylor ' down '" he bursts forth into the follow* 
ing panegyric : 
And as the foalning goblets vanish, 

Peace takes possession of my soulj 
The world, with all its cafes, I ban'sh, 

And, golden-like, the moments roll. 
Once more I dream the dreams of giory, 

Which in my boyhood did prevail, 
When life was but a fairy story, 

Bright as the sparkles on the ale. 

The book ends with a learned disquisition oil 
'i'Ale,-Antt^uai-fdn; Historical and •Eii&arV," 
by John Savage, and an account ot the rise and 
progress of the brewery of John Taylor & Sons, 
with a biographical sketch of the fouuder, both 
of which papers«are clever and readable. 

Bafry Gray's poem is illustrated by some 
roughly executed, but characteristic drawings by 
McNevin. 

"The King's RIng." By Theodore Tiltonj 
Illustrated by Franjc Jones. Hurd & 
Houghton. 
This is one of those prettily gotton up and illus- 
trated productions with which the market abounds 
at this Merry Christmas season. The poem is 
well written and conveys a sound moral, while 
the illustrations and initial letters' of Mr. Jones 
are excellent in design and execution, noticeable 
lrom the briOancy and purity of the color print- 
ing, which was done at the establishment of Mr. 
Julius Bien, who, as a lithographer, is making 
quite a reputation for the artistic maimer in which 
his work is executed. 

"Flower de Luce." By H. W. Longfellow. 
Ticknor & Fields, 

A new collection of poems by this popular 
poet— whose works are always acceptable— ■ 
written .in his usual' pleasant style and abounding 
.in that purity of ferling and sentiment which have 
always rendered Mr. Longfellow's writings, emi- 
nently readable and delightful. 

The illustrations by Fenn, Perkins, Waud and 
others, aro ol but a medium class and are suscep* 
tiblc of considerable improvement. 

"Stories op Many Lands," By Grace Green- 
wood. Ticknor & Fields. 

Grace Greenwood has always been an immense 
favorite with the little folks, and this, her last 
production, will delight them more than aDy of 
her previous efforts ; so look to it Paterfamilias 
that when your "little pet" investigates the 
contents of his or her stocking on Christmas 
morning that he, or she, tiuds on the very top of 
his, or hL'rmauy treasures, the " Stories of Many 
Lands." 



Madame Varian Hoffman gave a brilliant 
concert at New Haven on Monday evening last 
before an audience of nearly 2,000 people. 
The fair artist was enthusiastically received, 
and was encored in every selection. She was 
assisted by Messrs. Poznan6ki, Severini and 
Ed. Hoffman, whoso artistic efforts added great- 
ly to the success of the concert. 



There was an inscription upon an old English 
ouurch of this kind: "Beautified by Samuel 
Smear and Daniel Daub, church wardens." 



